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1646 the manor-house of Ilolton, five miles oil on Lhc London road, a man of thirty-six with a great square head, thick curling hair and deep-set eyes, that Colonel Henry Ireton who had not been too fortunate at Naseby. From the village of Forest Hill a mile distant John Milton three years before had got his wife.

During these four years of war Oliver had known both happiness and peace, He had what the language of his faith called a full " assurance." Except when the high command was manifestly incompetent lie had not to concern himself with questions of general strategy, and was content to perform the tasks assigned to him. He had a soldier's sense of discipline, and loved, as he once said, to be " a man under authority.1' The gadfly of personal ambition, which tormented the young Napoleon, did not trouble him. The Commons had proposed to the king in December 1645 to create him a baron,1 but what were such gauds to one whose hope was to sit with Christ on His throne ? This happy dedication gave his nature a balance which it did not possess before and which it was soon to lose. He was doing his Lord's work, with no shadow of a doubt, and, though, death was ever at his elbow, death was only a messenger to summon him to his reward. Having no fears he was merciful; he was tender with the puzzled Clubmen, and gentle to vanquished enemies. His humanity, too, was notable, for he mixed on familiar terms with all, and could be a merry companion, a lover of horse-play and rough jests and free speech which scandalized the prudish, u He was naturally of such a vivacity, hilarity and alacrity," Richard Baxter wrote, " as another man is when he hath drunken a cup of wine too much." Had not the Son of Man come eating and drinking ?

But his religion dominated every detail of his life. The teaching of his first schoolmaster had borne fruit in a constant waiting upon some sign of the heavenly will. "He seldom fights," said Hugh Peters, his chaplain, " without some text of Scripture to support him," and a rousing verse of the Psalms was like a cordial to his

1 0, P. H., XIV. 130.